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SPOKEN i Mr. * I N G. 


RAY let me as; if what: France wy — wes 
That ſmiling faces in this land are few. 50 
I'll tell you how they mark you to a tittle; ET 


They ſay, you think too much, and talk too little 3 


While you with ſcorn, cry out againſt their prate, 


And ſwear, with heels ſo light, their heads want weight. 


Be but ſome clouds of politics blown oer, 

England would ſhew its laughing face once more, 

For this good end, our bard throws in his mite, 

And ys to ſteal you from your cares to-night. 
Hi for our 3 the World's a Stage, 

The lively French, of every rank and age, 

In acting ſcenes employ their-laughing hours, 

And life's rough path make gay by ſtrewing flowers. 

Let but the faſhion ſpread throughout our iſle, 

And what makes Frenchmen grin, will make you ſinfle, , 

The drama, would like Alkalis, prote& you 

From thoſe ſour humours, which ſo much affect you; 

Sweeten your blood, with its ſwift current _ 


And cure the erudities of politics. 


Our 


-» 


4 it 9 . * * 


n 


D 


FC 


F * 
Our en exhibits, ſuch a ſcene as 3 


And low are our perſonæ drumatit. TA 
The various ſervants at a country ſeat, 


As adlors, furniſh out the curious treat. 


In Alexander, will the Butler rave, 

And nought can Clytus, the fat Coachman, 8 
From Philip's ſon--Vou'll ſee the hero ſoon, 
Dealing death round him, with a ſilver ſpoon. - 
The Cook, Roxana, ing with deſire, | 
Burns as ſhe baſtes---her boſom all on fire ! 
The groom and footmen, act their parts ſo well, 
No longer Tom and Dick, they hear no bell! 
The Butler mad---alls in confuſion hurl'd, 

He can't obey, for he commands the world! 

His victories alone poſſeſs his brain--- 


So maſter bawls, and miſtreſs ſcolds in vain. 


Critics---indulge theſe heroes i in their fancies--- 
* by your ee reſtore em to their ſenſes, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A, 


M E N, 


Sir Gilbert Pumpkin, Mr. Baddeley. 
Charles Stanley, | Officers in the Mr, Farren. 
Harry Stukely, army. I Mr. Palmer. 
William, Seryant to Charles, Mr. Everard. 
ke os, | „ mr a Maſh. - 
iggery, 8 r. Parſons. 
Cymon Xs Mr. Burton. 
be.” Sir Gilbert, I Mr. Griffith. 
Hoſtler, Mr. Carpenter. 
„ — 
Miſs Bridget Pumpkin, Mrs. Hopkins. 
Miſs Kitty Sprightly, Miſs P. Hopkins. 


Hoftlers, Boot-Catcher, &c. 
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Charles Stanley and Harry Stukely at Breakfaft: * _ 
FOR Ba: | Haney, 24 1 : A 
AITH, as 1 cannot think as you do ol - 
this ſubject; _.. 4 
C Cha, I am ſorry for it; but when you have ſerv⸗ | 
ed two or three aue s more, take my word 2: 
for it, Harry, you will have the ſame opinion of 9 
the army, that I entertain at this moment, . . e 
Hur. Tis impoſſible ; the army is the only pro- 
feſſion, where a great ſoul can be compleatly grati» 
© Hed: after a glorious. and well-fought field, the 
approbation of my W gn, with the acclamations 
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2 ALL THE -WORLD'S A STAGE. _ 


of my brave countrymen, are rewards, amply re- 
paying whole years of ſervice. N 5 


Cha. True: but the honours we gather, very 
often adorn the head of a commander, who has 
_ only an ear-witneſs to this „ well-fought 

A e 

Har. Ah, but every individual has his ſhare— 

_ Cha. Of the danger, I grant you; and when 
a return is made of the killed, wounded, &c. you 
ſee in every news- paper a lift of them in the fol- 


lowing order: three captains, ſeven lieutenants, 


twelve enſigns, killed; ſo many wounded ; then 
comes in order, the ſerjeants, ſerjeant- majors, 
drummers, &c, &c, &c. and as to. the rank and 


file, they are given to you in the lump ; one hun- 


dred, or one thouſand, juſt as it happens. 


Har. But their memories live for ever in the 


hearts of their countrymen. / 

Cha. Yes, while the windows are in a blaze on 
the news of a victory, or while a city-politician 
drinks his diſh of coffee, and reads the ſtory : af- 
ter that moment, their memories and their bodies 
decay together. Indeed, Harry, my next cam- 
paign ſhall be in the field of Venus, and I will re- 
ceive my commiſſion under the ſtandard of Hymen. 
Har. How comes it, Charles, that. with theſe 
ſentiments you ever wore a cockade ? And what is 


more unaccountable, fignalized yourſelf in ſo ex- 


traordinary a manner during the late war. | 
Cha. T'll tell you: whenever I receive the pay 
of my ſovereign, and am honoured with the cha- 


racter of his truſty and well-beloved, I will faith- - 


fully, and I hope bravely, diſcharge the confidence 
he repoſes in me.— But, Harry, you have no ſe- 
rious objection to matrimony : if you have, we 
had better proceed no further; our project has a 


period, 
F Har. 
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Har. Not in the leaſt, I aſſure you: I think 
myſelf capable of engaging in borh-the fields of 
love and war. I will marry, becauſe it has its 
convenjencies. VVV 


8 46 Rut when light-wing'd toys 
<« Of feather'd Cupid, foil with wanton dulneſs 
&« My ſpeculative and offic'd inſtruments, 
e Let all indign and baſe adverſities : 
6 Make head againſt my eſtimation.” 


There's a touch of Othello for you, and I think 
d. propos. 3 | | Hb 

Cha. *Egad, Harry, that ſpeech puts me in mind 
of a letter I receiv'd from Miſs Kitty Sprightly, 
the fair ward of my uncle Sir Gilbert Pumpkin— — 
You muſt know, we are to have a play acted at 
the old family manſion for our entertainment, or 
rather for the entertainment of Miſs Kitty; who 
is ſo mad after every thing that has the appearance 
of a theatre, that I ſhould not be bre if ſhe 
eloped with the firſt ſtrolling company that viſited 
this part of the country. „„ 

Har. Let us have the letter by all means. 

Cha. Reads.] “ Miſs Kitty Sprightly ſends her 
cc compliments to Captain Charles, and as ſhe is 
informed Sir Gilbert has invited him to Straw- 
6% berry-Hall, ſhe thinks it neceſſary to acquaint 
* Captain Charles, that he muſt ſhortly perfect 
ce himſelf in the character of Captain Macheath, 
<< as the ladies expect him to —— that charac- 
ter at the manſion-houſe. If he has a good 
„ Filch in the circle of his acquaintance, ſhe de- 
ſires the Captain will not fail to bring him 
* down.” 


B2 Har. 
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Har. Why, what the devil ! II lay my life you 


have brought me down to play this curious cha- 
racter in this very curious family. 

Cha. You are right, Harry; and if you can 
filch away the old fiſter, you will play the part 
to ſome advantage—you will have hfty-thouſand 
pounds to your benefit, my boy. 

Har. You mean this as an introduction to the 
fam ily—Oh, then have at you—-but damn it, I 
can't ſing; I can act tolerably. 

Cha. I'Il warrant you. But come, now we have 
cleaned ourſelves, we will repair to the manſion ; 


we are only two miles from it; they expect us to 


dinner. William, defire the hoſtler to put tag 
horſes to. Waiter, a bill, 


Enter William, 


Wi . The chaiſe, Sir, has been i in waiting chis 
half hour. 

Cha. Come then, T1! tell you more of my pro- 
je: as we proceed, 


Enter Wi aiter, 


Upon my word, waiter, your charges are in tolera- 


ble: what, five ſhillings for a boiled fowl ! 

Wait. We know your honour is n't on half-pay ; 
we always charge to the pocket of our cuſtomers, 
your honour, - 

Har. Well, but good Mr. Waiter, take back 


your bill, and i in your chage, conſider us on half- | 


Pay. 
Wait. Lord bleſs your honour ! you are in too 
good fleth for that: why, your honour looks as fat 
and as well as myſelf. , 

| 6 de 
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Cha, Ha, ha, ha! [ Both laugh.] There is half 
| a crown above your bill, which you may diſpoſe 
of as you pleaſe. Get you gone! 

Wait. Your honours, I hope, will remember 
honeſt Will Snap, at the Antelope, when you 
come next to Shrewſbury. „„ 

Cha. Mr. Honeſty, your ſervant. Travelling, 
Charles, is now become fo chargeable, that few 
gentlemen of our cloth, can afford to breathe the 
freſh air for a day— py 


Enter Hoſtler, Bootketcher and another Servant. 


But what's your bufineſs ? 555 
Hoft. The hoſtler, your honour. There is n't 
ſuch a pair of bays, your honour, in the country; 
they'll take you to Sir Gilbert's in ten minutes 
without turning a hair.— I hope I ſhall drink your 
honours” health. 1 
Cha. Another fee, Harry—we muſt compl 
with the cuſtom of travelling. 
Har. Get out of my ſight, this moment, ye ſet 
of ſcoundrels, or I will knock you down with this 
chair. { Takes up one.] Landlord, hollo! why the 
devil, don't you ſend in all the poor in the pariſh ? 
This is high-way robbery, without the credit of 
Þeing robbed. Let us get away, Charles, while 
we have money to pay the turnpikes, 
Cha. Alons / | [ Exeunt, 


U 


SCENE, 
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scbNE, 4 Hall at the abb, dau. 


Enter Diggery, with a bent f ir band; Wet, 


Cymon, and ſevrrul Clowns, ſervants to the Knie 
maling a noiſe. 


Dig. Hold your und tongues! How is it 
ble I can tell you how to act, when you all 
open like a kennel of hounds ! Liften, but don't 
ſay a word, I am to be Alexander! and, Wat, 
you are to be my friend Song, and - 
Wat. Ah, Muſter Diggery ! you ſhall ſee what 
Pl! fay. 
Dig. Damme, hold your tongue, I ſay once 
more=you'll ſay! —what can you ſay ?-—ſay only 
what is in the book, and don't be cramming in 
your own vonſenſe. But liſten all of you and 


mind You muſt know, the man who wrote this | 


play was mad 

Wat. Lord, I ſhould like to ay mad. 95 
Dig. Will nobody ſtop this fellow's mouth? 
Why, you blockhead, you have not ſenſe enough 
to be mad; you'd play the fool well enough, but 


how can you extort that damn'd pudding-face of 


yours to madneſs? Why, Wat, your features are as 
Rx d as the man. in the moon's. 

All. Go on, Maſter Diggery, go on. 
| s Well, let me ſee—[ Turns over the indes 
of the play. You, Wat, I ſay, is to be Clintus ; 
and I am to fay before all of you, that great Almon 
gave me birth: then, Wat, you are to ſay, you 
lie 

Wat. Ah, but then you'll ſtick me. 


| | Dig. 
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Dig. Never mind that ; button your waiſtcoat 
cover one of our trenchers. Lord, I forgot to be- 
gin right; J am firſt to come out of a Tim-whil- 
key, which you are to draw ; and when I come 
down, you are all to fall upon your marrow-bones. 
And, as to you, Wat, if you even look at me, I'll 
come up and give you ſuch a douſe of the chops, 
as you never had in your life. 

Mat. Let us try; now you fhall ſee, Muſter 
„ , 

Dig. Then do as I bid you; down every mo- 
ther's ſkin of you. ¶ They all kneel dozun ; Diggery 
draus back.) Don't ſtir if . Miſs Bridget was 

ringing every bell in the houſe. When I ſay 
& Riſe all, my friends,” then do you all get up. _ 

Wat. Is that right, Muſter Digger? 

Dig. Very well, now—| 4 bell rings. Zounds, 
here's Miſs Bridget ! „ 5 


Enter Miſs Bridget. | 

Miſs B. Where, in the name of miſchief, have 

you been, raſcal? Your maſter has been looking for 
you this hour, and no tidings, high nor low, | 

Dig. I'm going. | Fait, leaving the reſt kneeling. 

Miſs B. Mercy upon us! what's all this? Cy- 

mon ! Wat! Are you all mad? Why don't you 
anſwer ? 5 ; 


Cymon. Huſh, huſh ! Diggery is to play mad : 


I muſt not ſtir, 

Miſs B. Mercy upon me! theſe fellows may be 
ſtruck mad for ought I know. T'll raiſe the houſe 
Brother, brother! Kitty Sprightly ! Where are 
you all? | | | 


Enter 
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FI Enter Sir Gilbert, 


Sir G. What the devil's the matter. | 
.- Miſs B. Look at thoſe fellows, brother; they 
are all out of their ſenſes ; they are all mad. 
Sir G. Mad, are they why then, run and 
bring me the ſhort blunderbuſs that's hanging in 

the hall, and I'll take a pop at the whole covey. = 


Enter Diggery. 


Diggery, what's the matter with thoſe fellows ? 
Dig. Nothing, Sir. ö 
Sir G. Nothing ! why what the devil keeps 
them in that poſture then ? 
Dig. Lord, Sir, I'll ſoon make them get upon 
their legs. TY IO, 
Fir G. Do then, I defire you; and fend them 
all to the mad-houſ. „„ 
Dig. [ Goes up to them all.] *Rife all, my friends.” 
[They all riſe.] Lord, Sir, we were only acting a 
play. . | | 
4 Sir G. You ſon of a whore! get out of my fight 
this moment. | They all run away.] Was ever man 
ſo plagued with ſuch a ſet of ſcoundrels ? Morn- 
ing, noon and night, is this fellow, Diggery, tak- 
ing theſe wretches from their labour, and making 
 Czfars, Alexanders and blackamoors of them. 
Miſs B. Brother, brother, if you had routed 
that neſt of vagabonds who were mumming in 
our barn about two, months ago, none of this 
would have happened. 5 
Sir G. True, true, ſiſter Bridget. It was but a 
few days ago, I went to take a walk about my 
fields ; when I came back, the firſt thing I ſaw, 
was a large ſheet of paper paſted on the ftreet- 


door; 
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nay. and on it were wrote in large characters; 
This evening will be preſented here, 
„The GREAT ALEXANDER. 


Alexander by Mr. Di ERY DuckLin, 
Roxana by Miſs TI pPET Busky, 
« And the part of Statira by a Lou NG Lavpy, 
( Being her firſt appearance on any ſtage.“) 


Damme, if I knew my own houſe. | 

Miſs B. That's not all, Brother, Diggery, had 
nearly ſmother'd that filly huſſey, Tippet, in the 
oven a few days ago. Re 

Sir G. The oven | What the devil brought her 
there? e 8 | 

Miſs B. Why Diggery prevailed upon her to go 
in, and he ſaid he would break open the door of it 
with the kitchen poker, and that would be playing 
Romo. | e | | 

Sir G. Romo ! Romeo, you mean; why, fiſter 
Bridget, you can't ſpeak Engliſh—Surely ſome dæ- 
mon, has bewitch'd our family! [ 4/de.] But pray 
what became of Juliet in the oven? 

Miſs B. Hearing a noiſe, I went down ſtairs, arid 
the moment he ſaw me, he dropt the poker and ran 


away: but I had no ſooner opened the door of the 


oven, than I faw her gaſping for breath; and it was 
as much as I could do, to drag her out, and fave her 
from being ſuffocated. 


Sir G. Why the devil did you not leave het 


there; ſhe would have been a good example to the 


whole family. As to that fellow, Diggery, he will 


be hanged for the murder of ſome of theſe creatures, 


as ſure as he is now alive. I overheard him the 
other day deſiring Cymon to fall on the Carving - 
knife, and he would then die like Cato. 


r 7 m- ß en rr ey” ran ere ey” 
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.. Miſs B. If they continue theſe pranks, we ſhall | 


never be able to receive Captain Charles and his 
friend; they will certainly imagine we are all run 
mad in good earneſt. | Mo 

Sir E. How can it be otherwiſe? Miſs Kitty 
Sprightly forſooth, extorted a promiſe from me the 
other day, that when Charles and his friend came 


down, I would permit the Beggar's Opera to be 
got up (as ſhe phraſed it) in order to entertain . 


them. 

Miſs B. Brother, that girl is worſe than the whole 
gang of them. „„ . 
Sir G. Leave me to manage her; I will endea- 
vour to releaſe myſelf from the promiſe I made her, 
and inſtead of this play, a ball may anſwer the pur- 
poſe. I hope, ſiſter, you have prepared a good 
dinner for my nephew and his friend. He informs 
me in his letter, that the gentleman he brings down 
with him, is a man of Emily, and a ſoldier that 
does honour to his profeſſion. 


i B. I muſt deſire, brother, you will mind | 


your ward, and leave the houſe to me; let him be 
related to the firſt ducheſs in the land, he ſhall ſay, 
after he leaves Strawberry-Hall, he never feaſted 
until he came there. I have a few polonies of my 
own making, which I intend to introduce by ſur- 
Prize. 


Enter Diggery. 


rived ! 0 
Sir G. Captain Macheath ! my nephew, raſcal; 

deſire him to walk up immediately. 
Dig. Yes, Sir—Oh, Sir, here he is. 


Enter 


Dig. Lord, Sir, Captain Macheath is juſt ar- 
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Enter Charles and Harry. 


Sir G. Ah, nephew! I am glad to fee you | 
How have you been theſe two years | ? I have not 
ſeen you ſince your laſt campaign. 

Cha. In very good health, Sir; and am Eupen 
happy to ſee you ſo. Permit me, Sir, to introduce 
to your acquaintance, the companion of my dangers 
and my friendſhip. 

Sir G. Sir, you are welcome to Strawberry-Hall. 
J love a ſoldier; and I am informed you ſupport 
the character in all its relations. 

Har. You do me great honour, Sir Gilbert; I 
ſhall ſtudy to deſerve your good opinion. 

Dig. He's a better figure than me—and better 
action too. | Imitates him. 

Cha. I was in great hopes, my dear aunt, that 
when next I viſited Strawberry-Hall, I ſhould- 
have found you happy in the poſſeſſion of your 
old lover, parſon Doſey. I hope you have not ba- 
niſh'd him. 

Miſs B. Don't talk of the wretch ; you know he 
Be always my averſion. 

[ Diggery at the fide is flabbing himſelf with a 

large k 

Sir G. What are are you about, Diggery ? | 

Dig. Sir! Puts the key into his pocket. 

Sir G. Come, come, I'll tell you the fact, and 
Hoes her bluſhes. Parſon Doſey, you muſt know, 

me time ago was playing a pool of quadrille with 
my liſter, and three of her elderly maiden acquain- 
tances, who live in the neighbourhood, when, be- 
hold ye, to the aſtoniſhment of all the ladies, the 
parſon's right eye dropt into the fiſh-tray ! Egad, 1 
was as much aſtoniſh'd as the reſt; for none of us 
had ever diſcovered the defect, altho' he has been in 


. the 


n 
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the pariſh for ſo many years : but im a twinkling, 
he whipt it into the ſocket; and when I look 'd him 


in the face, damme if 1 did not think there was 


b much mes in it, as in. LANE, eye about the tay 
DIE, 

Dig. Ha, Tag ha, hal 

[Six G. interrupts him in the middle of his gb. 

Sir G. For ſhame, Diggery ! [ Drives him off. |— 
Bleſs me, I forgot |—Give me leave, Sir, to intro- 
duce you to my ſiſter, 

Har. | Kiſſes her, and bows very politely ] Upon 
my word, Madam, ſuch an impoſition deſerved a 
very ſevere chaſtiſement. I hope, Madam, you ne- 
ver permitted this made: up gentleman to indulge 
he eye he. had left, with another view of por fair 
{el - 

Miſs B. Dear Sir, I hops you don' t 7 my 
brother; he is always upon his fagaries; he puts 
me to the bluſh a hundred times a day—Faith, a 
very pretty young fellow | ll take a more parti- 
cular view of him preſently. (Ade. 

Sir G. No, no; my ſiſter's obſervation was a juſt 
one; that when a woman marries, ſhe qught 1 to 
e have a man naturally compleat,” * 


Miſs B. So, brother, you will go on with your 


vile conceptions, 
Sir G. J have no vile conceptions. Why do you 
ſuppoſe them vile, ſiſter Bridget? 
Miß B. Gentlemen, I cannot ſtay in the room, 
. Dear Madam, 1 beg pray Madam _ 
i Takes ber by the hang. 
Miſs B. J muſt go, Sir, Tam in ſuch a tremble , 
1 ſhall certainly drop with confuſion, if I ſtay any 
longer. [Exit Miſs B. 
Har, Indeed, Sir Gilbert, this canonical gentle- 
man, preſuming to adyrels : a Fg of Miſs Pump- 


* e kin's 


I 


— 
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kin's qualifications, without at leaſt diſcovering the 
imperfection, was a crime not to be forgiven. = 

Sir G. Ha, ha, ha! Miſs Pumpkin's qualifica- 

tions! Stick to that, Captain, and you will ſoon 
have a regiment, I find the ſoldier has not ſpoiled 
the courtier. 5 n 


Hir. 1really think what I ſay, Sir the decep- 


* 


tion was unpardonable. 


Miſs Kitty 


Sir G. Not at all: the parſon was very Poke, 
and he knew ſhe was very rich; and if the fellow 


was blind with one eye, and ſquinted with the 


other, I could not blame him to marry her, if ſhe 
was fool enough to conſent to the union; indeed, it 
was my buſineſs to prevent it, but the diſcovery of 
the glaſs eye did the bufineſs more effectually than 
I could do, had I the eloquence of a Cicero. 

Cha. But pra „ uncle, where is your fair charge, 


prightly ? She's grown, I ſuppoſe, a 
fine girl by this time. e eee 
Lr G. A fine girl, quotha ] do not like that 


warm enquiry ; a red coat may ſpoil my project of 


marrying her myſelf. ¶ Conſiders.] I have it! PII 


dell him ſhe's a little crack-brain'd. | 4fde.] Ne- 
phew, a word in your ear; the poor girl has got a 


touch. ö 


. Cha. A touch! you don't ſay fo l 


Sir G. As ſure as you are in your ſenſes, ſhe's 


always imagining herſelf to be either Helen, Cleo- 
Patra, Polly Peachum, or ſome other female of an- 


tiquity, that made a noiſe in the world. | 
Cha. Oh, ho! I ſmell a rat here; but I'll hu- 


mour it. [ Afide.} Tis a ſtrange ſpecies of mad- 


. nels, uncle; ſhe's probably play mad. 


Sir G. You have it; and the contagion has run 


N the houſe - there's Diggery, Wat, Cymon, 


ippet, and the whole family, except my ſiſter, 
Wy ˙ĩ·˙ fore On . have 
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have got the bite. Why, ſometimes you wou' d 


imagine, from the wooden ſcepters, ſtraw crowns, 


and ſuch like trumpery, that Bedlam was tranſport- 
ed from Moorfields to the ſpot you now. feand up- 


on; I give you this hint, that your friend may not 


be ſurpriz d; you will explain the unhappy ſituation 
of the poor girb to him.— An excellent thought ! 
it will Keep her at a diſtance from him. . [Af6de. 


Cha. Harry, my, uncle informs me, [Winking at 


bin.) that his fair ward, the young lady I men- 
tioned to you, has lately had a touch. , 
Har. A touch! I am heartily ſorry, for it; how 
came the unlucky accident? I hope no faithleſs 
one · eyed lover in the caſe. _ 

$ir C. Zounds ! no, no, no! Why, nephew, you 


| deſcribed the girl's diſorder abominably——ſhe 


N had a d here, here, Sir. 


[ Points to his forehead. 


Har. Oh, is that all? 1 hope, Sir, with a Little 
attention ſhe will be ſoon reſtored. 
., Cha. I am very ſorry to hear this account of my 
dear little Kitty; let us viſit her: where is the, 
uncle? 
Sir G. Dear little Kitty! Oh, ho! but I have 
all my ſenſes about me. Aide. In her own cham- 
ber, I ſuppoſe: but follow me and you ſhall fee her; 
ſhe's quite another thing to What ſhe was two years 
ago, when you ſaw her But come, gentlemen, din- 
ner will be ſhortly on the table, and. 


a bumper with you. „ 
Har. So, Charles! this is the fair lady you 
brought me down to run away with? 

Cha. Even ſo. 

Har. Why, what the devil would the world ſay 


"Cha, 


of me for being ſuch a ſcoundrel ? 


I long to have 


1 


ALL THE WORLDS A STAGE. 15 


_ Cha. Marry the lady, Harry, and when you have 
fifty thouſand pounds in your pocket, the world 
will be very glad to ſhake hands and be friends 
// ot cis 5 bo Re 
Har. I would as ſoon marry Hecate— - 
Cha. As my aunt; very polite truly ! But keep 
her out of my way, and you may do with her as you 
pleaſe. This girl, who my uncle ſays is mad, I be- 
lieve I ſhall be able to reſtore in a ſhort time; and it 


will go hard with me, if you will aſſiſt in the pro- 


ject, but I will put her into a poſt-chaiſe, and ſet 


out for London this very night. _ | 
Har. Command me, dear Charles, in any ws. 
that can be of ſervice to you: but don't you thin 
making the propoſal ſo ſoon will be rather precipi- 
tate? 1 N 

Cba. Not at all: we are to have the play, you 
know, at night, previous to which I muſt rehearſe 
with her; ſhe's romantic, and an elopement need 
only be mentioned to put it in execution; ſhe has 
ſeen ſo many on the ſtage,” that her head turns on 
nothing elſe ; beſides my uncle muſt not have time 
to ſmell ſuch a ſcheme, or he will ſoon put it out of 
my power to execute it. 

Har. Succeſs attend you, my dear boy. Have 
8 inſtructed William? He's a truſty ſhrewd fel- 
low. | 1 5 


Cha. He has got his leſſon; he will ſoon get in- 


to Diggery's good graces, if he can only give him a 
ſpeech out of a play; however, I hope William 
Will be able to manage him—Oh, here is Diggery. 


Enter Diggery, with a napkin in his hand. 


Cha. Diggery, my honeſt fellow, I am glad to 
ſee you; why you are grown out of knowledge: it 


18 : 
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is ſome Jes "a I was firſt favoured with Jong f ac- 


5 How do be ſee . your Stich ? 

Cha. Why your Za 
of good ſenſe, wit and ee in every feature; 
not that inſipid face you uſed to have, no more ex- 
preſſion in it than a toaſted muffin. = 
Dig. I got all, your honour, by | oY to read; 
you'll ſce me when I play, look in a way that will 


frighten the whole tamily—no muffin faces; all 


miſpreſſ ion, your honour. _ 
[| Harry bums a tune out of the Beggar s Tiers, 
and acts. 


Dig. | [ Looks « at bim.] Maſter Charles, who is 


that gentleman ? He's ling, is n't he? Has he a 
muffin face? 
Cha. No, no, Diggery, don't diſturb kim; he is 


one of the firſt actors of the age, and has a Tod fat 


would frighten the devil when he pleaſes ;- he'll put 
us all to rights; 1 brought him down for the pur- 

vie... - 
' Dig. Suppoſe your honour deſires him to Kill 
himſelf for a minute or two before dinner. I have 

tried a thouſand times, and never could kill myſelf 
to my own ſatisfaction in all my life — I'll lend 1 — 
my key. | Bell rings. Coming Oh, maſter Charles, 
I was deſired to bid you and the gentleman come 


Can. 


% 


; Cha. 


to dinner, but I quite forgot 1 it; run as hard as you 
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Ea. Come, Harry, the family waits dinner. 

I Exeunt. 
Dig. e The family waits dinner.” [ Imitates bim.] 
I can't do it like him Lord ! how he'll do Captain 
Macheath in the play! I'm glad he's not to be 
hanged, [ Sings.] (Let us cake the road Hark 

Without: Digger. 5 
Dig. * 5 [ Exit, 


Exp of the Figsr Aer. 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE, 4 dining Parlour ; Sir Gilbert, Miſs Brid- 


get, Miſs Kitry, Charles and Harry, at Dinner, 


Diggery attending at the Side-Board. 


SIR Guaner, 
HOPE, gentlemen, you like your dinner. As 


to my wine, there is not better in the country, 


PII lay a hogſhead of claret. 


Har. Your entertainment is fo . Sir Gilbert, 


that I ſhall beg leave to prolong my viſit. What 
ſhall we do, Charles, when we reach London, that 
curſed ſeat of noiſe and buſtle ? | 

Cha. Endeavour to reconcile ourſelves to it; a 
ſoldier muſt not always expect good quarters. Pray, 
Miſs Kitty, how does your fair friend, Miſs Sally 
Cockle ? 

Kit. Oh, ſhe has been married a long time, and 
was lately brought to bed of two thumping boys. 

Miſs B. Child, you muſt not tell that. 

Kit. What, mus'n't I tell the truth? Why then 1 


do ſay, ſhe was brought to bed of two boys not 
fix months ago; but ſhe will be at our play to- 


night. 
Sir G. I told you how it Was; but ſhe's not 
miſchievous. [ Aide to Charles. 


Cha. She has not the appearance of it—I am ſure 


her recollection is very good. | Aide, 
Sir G. Come, my young ſoldiers, let us have a 

bumper to his OY ; what ſay Fu, my _ ? 
Har. 


{7 * 
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Hor, A hundred, Sir Gilbert; and I ſay done 
Grit. ; | 
Sir G. Why that's rather too many ; but while I 
can {tand or fit, have at you. Come, Diggery, let 
us have three bumpers in a minute here. Diggery ! 
What is that fellow about there? , 
{Diggery is kneeling at the foot of the fide-board, 
and as if lamenting the death of Statira ; they all 
riſe and look at him. | 
Sir G. I lay, Diggery—- | WO | 
Diggery turns his bead about, but continues 
kneeling. | | 
Dig. Sir. 


Sir G. What are you about? Acting again, I 
ſuppoſe. _ . 
Dig. Lord, Sir, I was only ſtriving to cry over 


Statira. Riſes. 


Hir G. To cry over Statira! And what have you 


to do with Statira? Let Statira go to the devil; 


and give us three bumpers to his Majeſty, and then 
you may go and follow Statira if you will. 
Dix. Yes, Sir. „ r the wine. 

Sir G. Come, boys, here is his ajeſty's health, 


and a long, glorious, and happy reign to him. 


Kit, Indeed, guardie, you frighten poor Diggery 
ſo, that he forgets his part almolt as ſoon as he 


Fr G. Kitty Sprightly, hold your tongue, I bid 


you. I have ſurely a right to correct my own ſer- 


vants; but reſt ſatisfied, for after this night, if ever 
1 hook the name of that ſheep-ſtealing ſcoundrel, 
Willy, as you call nim, ] will--There now, that 
fellow's at his devil's trade again. [Diggery is fen- 
cing with a large knife, | Call Cymon here, thou 
imp of the devil; we ſhall be able to do ſome- 
thing with him Oh Lord, oh Lord! 


D 3 Dig. 
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Dig. Cymon—Cymon— [. he laſt very loud. 


Enter Cymon. 


Sn. Here. 

Sir G. Cymon, do you attend table; that fellow 
is among the incurables. 

Cha. After we have performed this ty to-night, 
1 fancy, Sir, the family will have quite enough of 
it. 

Miſs B. Then I wiſh it was over with all my 
heart. 

Cha. Miſs Kitty, will you drink a glaſs of wine 
with me? Shall I have the honour to touch your 
glaſs ? 

Kit. If you pleaſe, Sir. 

Har. Suppoſe, Miſs Pumpkin, we make it a quar- 
tetto. | 

Sir G. A quartetto ! Why not a quinterto | ? Cy- 
mon, five glaſſes of wine; be quick—1 ſuppoſe 
you are not engaged with Statira. 

Om. Yes—no, your honour. 
[ Gives five ghaſſes of wine. 
Sir G. We could nat get any fiſh for you, altho? 
we ſent far and near for ſome. 
Cha. Give me good roaſt beef, uncle, the proper- 
eſt diet for a Briton and a ſoldier. 

[Cymon fills a glaſs; Diggery takes it up, and 

gives it to him; he appears to inſtrubt Cymon 

what to do with it; Cymon drinks it, throws 
the plaſs over his head, and ſings. | 

Cym. And my comrades ſhall ſee that I die.“ 

[Diggery and Cymon run of. All riſe. 

Miſs B. Merey on me] Cymon's at work again. 

Sir G. I wiſh, with all my heart, the devil had 
the whole pack.—\V as ever man ſo plagued ? ? of 

ar. 


wa 
DV. 
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Har. Dear 'Sir Gilbert, do not be uneaſy ; they 
will be all tired of playing _—_ to macros night, 
or I am very much miſtaken. | 
Kit. Now, guardie, for my part, 1 think the 
beſt way will be, to let them Save their belly full 
of playing. 
Miſs B. For ſhame, His 1 you muſt not tap 
belly full before company, that's naughty. 
Kit. Well, I do ſay, that if guardie would only 
let us play as much as we pleaſe, it is very probable, 
we ſhould as ſoon be tired of it as he is. 
Har. *Egad, Mrs. Kitty, an excellent thought— 
The gifs. out of her ſenſes. | Aide to Charles. 
Suppole, Sir Gilbert, we adopt it, 
. Cbg. Do, uncle ; my friend and J will engage in 
one week to play them ſo ſick, that the ſight of a 
theatre would be as bad as an emetic to them. 
Sir G. Do you ſay ſo! If 1 thought that would 
be done— 1 
_ Mis B. Indeed, indeed; brother it will make 
them all as mad as March b. 235 
Har. Believe me, Madam, it will not; I bow a 
gentleman, who every night of his life was at one 
or other of the play-houſes, until he purchaſed a 
ſhare in each of them, and afterwards he no more 
troubled himſelf about the theatre, than you do 
about learning to ride in the great ſaddle. 189513 
Miſs B. No !-—Well, that's amazing. 
Sir G. Well, well, I leave the management of 
this matter to you both; do with them as you 
pleaſe. If we can provide a remedy for this diſorder, 
let us ſpare no pains to find it out. Siſter, ſhew 
your nephew and his friend the garden, and do 
you, Kitty, go too. You will find me in my ſtudy. 
Take care of that poor girl, Charles ; the! is very 
Fnlible at ſome moments. | [ Exit. 
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© Cha, © Fear not my government.” 
Kit. That's what the black man ſays in the play. 
This i is to my own taſte exactly. Aide. 
Cha. * Oh, my Statira, thou relentleſs fair 
1 Turn thine eyes on me would talk to them. 
Kit. Not the ſoft breezes of the genial ſpring; 
*5 The fragrant violet, or opening roſe, 
5“ Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's breath, | 
# Then he will talk.-good gods how he will talk!“ 


He leads her out, hooking at each other lan. 
guifhing Y. 


SCENE, The Garden. 


Enter Miſs Bridget and Harry. 


Har. Theſe i improvements, Madam, are the very 
extreme of elegance, I take for granted, they 
were laid out agreeable to your deſign, 

Mifs B. Partly, Sir, My brother wanted to 
have the garden crammed full of naked figures, in 


a moſt undecent way, but I ſaid not; and if you ob- 
ſerve, they are cloathed from head to foot; you 


can't ſee the ancle of one of them. 


Har. There, Madam, you blended decency with 


elegance, which is little attended to in theſe days, 


Befides, the artiſt has the ſame opportunity to ſhew 


his {kill on the drapery of a lady's petricoat, as in 
finiſhing a Venus de Medicis, 
Miſs B. And ſo I told my brother. Says I, the 


Venus de Med. med. But wont you pleaſe to fid 


down, Sir ? You have walked a great deal ; I am 


afraid you are fatguedorSid down, Sir, and di poſe 


yourſelf, 


{ He brings two garden-chairs to the front of the Hage; 


they look at each other languiſbingiy. 
And 
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And are you certain, Sir, that this kind of play 
buſineſs will not be attended with any bad conſe- 
quences to the family? e EN 
Har. Indeed I think not, Madam. A play, cey- 
tainly is one of the moſt rational amuſements we 
have. The Greek and Roman ſtages contributed 
very much to civilize thoſe nations, and in a great 
meaſure, reſcued them from their original bar- 
b ee 
Me B. So I told my brother——Says I, the 
. Greeks, the Romans, the Iriſh, and a great num- 
ber of other barbarous nations, had plays. 
Har. True, Madam. | 
Miſs B. But he ſaid they were all Jacobites. 
Har. The juſtice of thar remark, I confeſs, 
ſtrikes me—But, Madam, you, you, you—Damme 
if I know what to ſay to this old fool Where is 
Charles ? 3355 $15 { fide. 
Miß B. I have touch'd him with my obſerva- 
tion. What a delicate ixſenſibility he diſcovers. 
. J find, Sir, from your converſation, you 

ave read a monſtrous deal. You have taken a 
degree, I ſuppoſe, Sir, at our principal adverfity ? 

Har, There's no ſtanding this. {| Afde.) Oh, 
yes, Madam ; and it coſt me many an. uneaſy mo- 
ment before I could obtain it: the only thing that 
made my time paſs away even tolerably, was, that 
during my probation, I ſometimes had the honour 
of a viſit from the muſes. | 

Miſs B. Pray, Sir, is that the family which lives 
at Oxford ? 
Har. No faith, Madam, they very ſeldom even 
ſpjoura there; they are a very whimſical family; 
and altho' of the higheſt extraction, very often 
condeſcend to viſit a cottage inſtead of a palace. 


24 ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE: 


Miſs B. 1 ſhall be very glad to ſee them ﬆf 
Strawberry-Hall, or any friend of yours; Sir. | 
Har. Dear, Madam, your goodneſs overwhelms 


me. I'Il try this old Tabby with a love ſcene ; 


ſhe grows amorous. ¶Alide.] I cannot but think; 
Madam; of the unaccountable vanity of the par- 
ſon, whom Sir Gilbert ſo humourouſly deſcribed to- 
day. From the enterprizing genius of this ſpiri- 


tual gentleman, and from his wanting an eye, one 


may with great propriety; I think; give him the 
name of the canonical. Hanibal. 

Miſs B. Ha, ha! a very good ſammily indeed; 
Sir: he was indeed quite a Canibal, and fo I told 


my brother : but don't mention his name, Sir, it 


affects me like the hydrophica. | 
Har. His preſumption, Madam, deſerved death. 1 
Monſtrous! to think of obtaining ſuch a hand as 
this, | Kiſſes it.] without the requiſites even to 
gaze upon it —Oh ! it's intolerable; 
| [She riſes, and he hneels; 
Miſs B. Dear, Sir! Lord, Sir! With what a 
warmth he kiſſes my hand. Oh! he's a dear de- 
luder. [ Aſide.] Sir, Captain, what do your call 2 
if we are ſeen, I am undone. 
Har. Be under no apprehenfions, my auge 5 
[ Kiſſes her hand again: 
Miſs B. My angel ! there's a word for you: —t 
ſhall certainly give way in a few moments. qr 


Enter Diggery, pecping at the fide-ſetne.. 


Dig. What are theſe two cajoling about? Act⸗ 
ing, I ſuppoſe. III try if I can't act the ſame 
Way. 

Har. Ah, Miſs Pumpkin, Miſs Pumpkin! | 
bal, 3 takes out bis handkerchief, and weeps. 


Dig. 
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Dig. Ah, Miſs Pumpkin, Miſs Pumpkin ! | 
| Knees by the ſide- ſcene, and pulls the — out f 
his pocket ; part of obs W be 9 woun be 
enters. 55 


| Mew 85 Gilbert. 


Sir G. Where are you, ſiſter? Zounds! what's 
the matter now ? What, are you acting? Have 
you got the touch? 

Har. Humour the thought, Madam. Aſide. 

Sir G. If Diggery had not been one of the dra- 
matis perſonæ, I ſhould have imagined, fiſter Bridg- 
et, that a red coat and a handſome young fellow, 
were things not very diſagrecable to you. 

Dig. Yes, Sir, Im here; I'm always your ho- 
nour's perſonæ. 

Sir G. Get out of my fight this moment, thou— 

| [ Exit Diggery. 

Har. Digger here! that may be lucky. 0 

Aſide. 

Miſs B. Indeed, brother, I do not think, that 
acting is ſo fooliſh a thing as I thought for. The 
Captain here, has repeated ſo many pretty ſpeech- 
es, that I could liſten to them for an hour longer. 
However, Iwill go and prepare tea for you 

Good bye. UErit. 
Har. Miſs Bridget has very kindly undertaken, 

Sir, to perform the part of Mrs. Peachum, in this 
eveaing's entertainment; and as ſhe takes the part 
at a ſhort notice, we muſt indulge her with the 
book. I ſhall make a proper apology to the audi- 
enge upon that occaſion, before the opera begins. 

Sir. G. Mrs. Peachum ! What has wy ſiſter un · 
dertaken to play Mother * 

Har. - Moſt kindly, Sir. 

8 E Sir 
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Sir G. She has! then I ſhall not be ſurpriſed, 
if I ſee my the goat and all her family dancing the 
Heyes to-morrow morning—in ſhort, after that, I 
ſhall not be ſurpriſed at any thing. But tell me, 
my dear Stukely, tell me truly, do you think that 
you will be able to give them enough of it? Do 
you think our plan will ſucceed ; . 

Har. I'll be bound for it, Sir. If there are any 
more plays acted in your houſe after this, I Wil! 
conſent to loſe my. head. 

Sir G. Then give them as much of it to-night 
as you can—Do not ſpare them, Stukely. But 
come, let us go in to tea. Diggery is hard at 
work, fixing the ſcenes in the hall, and the whole 
neigh bourhood will be here bye and bye. Come 
along. l [ Exeunt, talking. 


SCENE, A Room in the Houſe. 


Enter Kitty, finging. 


Kit. This Charles, notwithſtanding my finging, 
now and then makes me melancholy. He 1s fo 
lively, and fo tragic, and ſo comic, and ſo humour- 
ſome; and ſo every thing like myſelf, that I am 
much happier with him than any body elſe. Heigh 
ho! What makes me ſigh ſo, when I chuſe fing- 
ing ?—Tol, lol, lol, la—But here he is. 


Exter Charles. 


Cha. Come to my arms, thou loviieſt of thy ſex. 
Kit. Keep off, Charles; I bid you; you muſt 
not lay hold on me in ſuch a monſtrous way; that's 


Cha. | 


juſt like Cymon. | 
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- Cha.” What do I hear? Death to my ho 5 8 5 
Jace?! Does Cymon lay hold of my dear Nee, 

Kit. To be ſure. When I have no other 4 
to rehearſe with, I do take Cymon ; and he does 
not perform badly, when I inſtruct him. 
Cha. But don't you think you had better take 
me? Don't you imagine my performance would 
pleaſe you better than his? 

Kit. How can I tell, until I try you both. If 
you will give me a ſpecimen, LY ſoon tell you— 
Try now. 

Cha. What the devil ſhall I ſay? I do not im- 
mediately recollect a line of a play. No matter, 
the firſt thing that comes into my head. ¶ Aſide. 
Come then, Kitty, you muſt play with me. Now 
mind Hear me, thou faireſt of the fair—hear me, 
dear goddeſs, hear— 

Kit. Stop, ſtop; I do not know where that is. 

Cha. Nor I, upon my foul. [Afde.] What, do 
not you recollect where that is? 

Kit. No. Can you repeat a ſpeech out of Ro- 
meo, Crook'd- back Richard, the Conſcious I overs, 
Scrub, the Journey to London, the Clandeſtine 
Marriage, the School for Wives 

Cha. Stop, ſtop ; yes, yes, Kitty, I have tle 
Journey to London, the Clandeſtine Marriage, and 
the School for Wives, ſtrong at this moment in 
my recollection. I think I can do 8 

Kit. What then, you only think, you're not cer- 
tain? Lord, lord! I do not believe you can do any 
ching Why, Cymon, could ſay them all without 
miſſing a word. I only deſired him, after ſupper, 
a few nights ago, to go into the barn, and get by 
heart the ſpeech, where the blackamoor ſmothers 
his wife, and I bad not been in bed ten minutes, 

2 - when 


Wo : 
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when he came into the room, and e every | 
word of ir. 
Cha. The devil he did ! 
Kit. Ay, and more than that. 
| Cha. What more, in the devil's name E144 
Kit. Why to be ſure, he was as black as old | 


Harry, that's certain. He had black'd all his face 


with ſoot and gooſe dripping ; ; and he did look fo 


charmingly frightful ! But then he did play fo 


well—He laid down the candle, and came up to 
the bed-fide, and ſaid—* One kiſs and then, 4 

Cha. What then? 

Kit. Why then “ put out the light.” Why, 
Charles, you know no more how to act this ſcene 
than Tippet. - 

Chg. And, pray, my dear Kitty, what does Sir 


Gilbert ſay to all this ? 


Kit. Why, he'd never have known a word of it, 
if i it was not that it diſcovered itſelf. 

Cha. How came that ? You tell me it was but a 
few nights ago, and I do not think it could diſco- : 
ver itſelf ſo ſoon. 

Kit. Why, you muſt know, that when Cymon 
kiſſed me in bed, he blacked my left cheek ſo aba- 
minably, that when I came down to, breakfaſt in 
the morning, the family were all frightened out of 
their wits. Mrs. Bridget bid me go to the glaſs ; 
and when I looked at myſelf—lord, lord, how .I 
did laugh! I told them the whole tory. And 
do you know, that I am locked into my room every 
night fince. 

Cha. So much tbe better, This. is fimplicity 
without vice. | Afide.] Well, Kitty, you ſhall ſee 


this evening, how I'll play Captain Macheath. I 


am * perfect 1 in the Captain. = 
a Kit. 
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Kit. And I have Polly every morſel of her. 
Lord, how all the country folks will ſtare! Miſs 
Fanny Blubber, the rich farmer's daughter, in the 
next village, is to play Lucy; ſhe will do it charm- 
ingly, and, as luck n have it, ſhe is now big 
with child. 

Cha. Really! was ever any thing fo inks] ? 


Kit. Are you ſure now, that you will not be 


out ? 
.. Cha, You ſhall ſee now—Come, lean on m 7 
ſhoulder— Look fond quite languiſhing - That 


will do What do you ſay now? Haye you for- 


got? 
Kit. That I hav' nt And are you as fond as 
te ever, my dear?” 


Cha. SuſpeF my honour, my courage, fu 1 
any thing but my love. May my piſtols want 


charging, and my mare ſlip her ſhoes—No I'm 


wrong—Zounds !—Oh ! I Rave it May my 
5 piſtols miſs fire, and my mare ſlip her ſhoulder | 


« while I am purſued, if ever I forſake thee.” 
Lit. Oh, thou charming, charming creature { 


[ Kiſſes him. 
' Cha. Damme, but this girl has given me the 


touch I believe. She has ſet me all in a flame. 
Alde.] But tell me, Kitty, have you thought up- 
on what I ſaid to you in the garden? 

Kit. Egad I have; butl don't know what's the 
matter with me; ſomething comes acroſs me, and 
frightens all my inclination away. 

Cha. Be reſolute, my dear Kitty, and take to 


your arms the man who can only live when he is 
in your preſence, Heaven's ! is it poſſible, that 


ſuch a girl as you—a creature formed— 
Kit. Lord! am I a creature? 
Cha. Ay, and a lovely creature; formed for the 
flight of our ſex, and the envy of yours. To 
be 
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be cag'd up in ſuch a damn'd old barn as this! ſee- 
ing no company but Cymon, ig, Diggery Duck- 
lin, and ſuch Canibals. 

Kit. Oh, monſtrous ! 

Cha. It's more than monftrous ; it's ſhocking. 
Kit. Is it indeed ! 

Cha. To be ſure. 

Kit. Then I will do as you bid me from this 
moment. 

Cha. Come to my arms, and let me hold thee to 
my heart for ever. ¶ Embraces her.] If I were now 
© to die, *twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
* my ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, that not 
cc another comfort like this ſucceeds in unknown | 


& fate.” 


Enter Sir Gubert. 


Sir G. Hollo ! what the devil, are you two at it 
already? Why, Charles, are you not afraid ſhe 
will bite you? 

Cha. Not in the leaft, Sir. If I don't make her 
out of humour with this kind of mumming, be- 
fore the is twenty-four hours older, I will forfeit my 
commiſſion. 

Fir G. If you do, I promiſe you a better. What 
noiſe is that? 

ä | [4 board is heard ſawing without. 

Kit. It is only Diggery ſawing a trap. hole in the 
floor of the hall. You know we can't play trage- 


dy without it. 
Sir G. Death and hell! we ſhall have the houſe 


about our ears preſently—Mercy upon us |—Dig- 
gery, thou imp of the devil, give over. Charles, 
do you ſtop him. [Exit Charles. } Who could 
have thought of ſuch an infernal ſcheme ? 


Re-enter 


ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE. 31 


Re enter Charles. 


| Oh, Charles, Charles! cure the family of this mad- 


veſs, and I will make your fortune for you. 
Cha. He had only began his work, 'thefe can be 


no miſchief done, Sir, 


Sir G. Thank you, thank you, Charles. As 
for yeu, Miſs Kitty, do you come with me 3 the 


folks will be all here preſently. 

[Sir Gilbert puts her arm under his; ſhe ſeizes 
Charles's hand, and imitates the ſcene in the Beg- 
gar's Opera, where Peachum drags his daughter 
from Macheath, 

Ki. Do not tear him from me.“ Is n't that 
right, Charles. | 

Cha. Aſtoniſhing ! mY 

Sir G. What the devil's the matter now ? _ 

Kit. [Sings.] © Oh, Oh, ray! Oh, Ambora'! 

« Oh, Ob!-: [Exeunt Sir Gil. and Kitty. 
Cha. Well, certainly there does not exiſt ſuch 
an unaccountable family as this. As to the girl, 
the is a compoſition of ſhrewdneſs and fimplicity ; ; 
and if properly treated, would make an excellent 
wife. She has thirty-thouſand pounds to her for- 
tune, and every ſhilling at her own diſpoſal. What 
an old curmugeon is my uncle, who might provide 
for his nephew, without putting a ſhilling out of 
his own pocket, by beſtowing this girl upon him ; 
and never once to hint at ſuch an union—no matter 


Il take this little charming girl to my arms, and 


make a coup de main of it. Then, farewel the 
« neghing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump 3 the ſpirit- 
« ſtirring drum, the ear-peircing fife, the royal 
c banner, and all quality, pride, pomp, and cir- 
5 cumſtance of glorious war!“ 


T | Enter 


1 
| 
4 
| 
_ 
| 
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Enter Harry. 


Har. Bravo, bravo, Charles! Thetouck, I fari- 
cy, has gone round the whole family. 

Cha. *Egad, I believe fo too, ary: I have got 
it, you find. © 
Har. I have been looking for you this half hour. 
Such a ſcene as I have had with old mouſer! 
Cha. Aye, but ſuch a ſcene as I have had with | 
the kitten! Egad, Harry ! I have her, in ſpite of 

all her tricks—But who do you think er upon 


us at the critical moment ? 


Har. Critical moment ! 
: Cha. . Juſt as I had the lovely 11 8 in my arms, 


| repeating to her the firſt ſpeech that came into my 


head, in Web b. old Jowler, my uncle. 

Har. Why he caught me much in the ſame ſitua- 
tion in the —— I was kneeling, kiſſing Miſs 
Bridget's old damn d withered fiſt, and ſwearing by 
all the e their friends and relations, when 


prop ame upon us: no miſchief enſued ; for 
e thought I was giving her a ſpecimen of my abi- 
lities in actir 12 humoured the idea as com- 


pletely as if & had. but juſt come from a London 


, in boi 3 and the old knight deſired 
me, to . her, to give her a little more of it. 
Cha. This night makes me, or undoes me 
e quite.” | 
Har. Good again, Charles—Damme but I think. 
you would make a tolerable actor in. * earneſt. 


Cha. I think I ſhould; and you will ſhortly have 


a ſpecimen of my abilities, in the character of a a good 5 
huſband. | 


Enter. 
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Enter William, with @ Letter. 
IWill. 1 received this letter, Sir, from a hoſtler, 


who belongs to an inn in the next village; he waits 


for an anſwer, Sir. 
Cha. What can this mean? I know no perſon 
hereabouts, except my uncle s family; let us ſee. 
[ Reads. 
I this moment heard you was in the country 
upon a viſit at your uncle's ; and as I propoſe ſtay- 
ing here to-night, (being heartily fatigued with my 
journey) will be much obliged, if you will favour 
me with your company to ſupper; I am alone, but 
if the family cannot ſpare you, I muſt inſiſt you 
will uſe no n en with your old and ſincere 
friend, 3 TACKUM. 
«6; Angels catch che Handel”. 
Har. Wich * ys heart—But what's the mar- 
ter d? 
Cha. Who do you think is by acid arrived. at 
the next village ? 
Har. Who, who Lou put me in a fever. 
Cba. Joe Tackum, my old fellow collegian, who 
took orders not a month ago, and who, I ſuppoſe, 
is now going to his father's —Fly, William; get 


me pen, ink and- paper : he muſt not ſtir from the 


Fe he now 1s at, to get a biſhoprick. _ 

| Exeunt Charles and William. 
Har. Let me ſee now; can't I find ſome pafſage 
that will be a- propos? If Diggery were here, he 
would find twenty in a minute—Oh, I have it 
* Tf it were done when * tis done; then would it 
% were done quickly— tis a conſummation devout- 

« ly to be wiſhed.” No, no, no, I'm all roi 
Damme if ever I attempt to Pour again while I live. | 
[ Exit, 


8 SCENE 


— 
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SCENE, the laſt, 


The Hall, with Benches fixed to e the Play. 


Sir N Diggery, Sc. are diſcovered _ and 
receiving 1 Company. 


Sir G. Take, my good friends; iſ, 
ladies and gentlemen. Diggery, don't be mum 
your nonſenſe, but ſeat the company. Lou are 
moſt heartily welcome—How do you like our pre 
paration? 

Comp. Oh, tis charming Indeed, Sir Gilbert, 
tis charming. 

Sir G. Don't be mumbling, Diggery, I fo but 
look about and obſerve the compa y fir 
down all of you, or we can't — 4 2 aſtimes 
the actors will be here ſhortly. Diggery, w - 's my 
nephew, and his friend? Where's Kitty too? 

Dig. She is juſt ſtepped our with Charles. 

Sir G. Ay, ay, to rehearſe their parts * ſo 
much the better. After this night, I ſhall take 
care they have no rehearſing of their tragedies, and 
comedies, and love dialogues; Pl put an end to 
this tinder-work buſineſs - but come, come; 
about, Diggery, get yourſelf ready, and deſire them 
all to begin; we have no time to loſe.— Now, neigh- 
bours, you ſhall ſee the Beggar's Opera in taſte. 
Dig. Here they are, here they _ 


Enter Charles, Kitty, and n! 


Har. Are you ſure none of the family know you 
Cha. 


are married ? 


\ 
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cha. Not a foul; but they ſhall all know it 
now— [ Charles and Kitty go up to Sir Gilbert and 
tneel.} Sir, this young lady, who is now my wife, 
Joins with me in requeſting your bleſſing and for- 

giveneſs. | : e 
Dig. No, no; no; you are all wrong; you are to 
confeſs the marriage at the end of the third act 
We begin at the wrong end. 5 
e ee [Charles and Kitty riſe; 


Enter Miſs Bridget, in a rape. 


Miß B. Brother, brother, we are all undone— 
Oh, Kitty] you are a ſad ſlut The wench is mar- 
ried, brother . | _ 

Dig. Why, Mrs. Bridget, you are z too; 
you are to ſay that bye and be. 

Sir G. You came in too ſoon, ſiſter Bridget; you 
— trig | * ES : 

V B. I tell you, brother, the wench is mar- 

ried. —Are you ſtupid ? | 
Sir G. I tell you again, ſiſter Bridget, you are 
too ſoon; that will do well enough preſently— 
Diggery ſhall tell you when to come. This fooliſh 
woman ſpoils all—I have ſeen the Beggar's Opera a 
thouſand times. l 


Miß B. Was ever any thing equal to this? I'll 

raiſe the neighbourhood ; murder ! Robbery ! Ra- 

viſhment !—Bleſs me, how my head turns round 

[They gr riſe and aſiſt Miſ Bridget, who faints in 

a chair. 5 

Dig. I never ſaw any thing better acted in all 
my life. : | | 

Sr G. Very well, ſiſter, indeed | Bounce away 

] did not think it was you—Very well, indeed! ha, 

ha, ha Bridget ſhews great agitation. 
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Dig. It's very fine, indeed I wiſh I may do wy 
part half as well. 

Miſs B. I ſhall go mad You crazy fool you, 
hold your tongue, or 1 will [Runs at Diggery. ] 
As for you, brother— _ 

Sir G. No, no; now you are out. 

Dig. You ſhould not meddle with me. 

Miſs B. I tell you, dolt, tool, that your niece 
there, that impudent baggage, is married to that 
more impudent fellow, your nephew. 

Sir G. What is all this ! 

Dig. This is not in the play. 
£5 Miſs B. No; but it is in nature, for ſuch crea- 
tures to deceive and be wicked. She is married, 1 
tell you. N 

Sir G. The devil ſhe is Alt is a lie tho”. 25 

i: Then we ſhall have a tragedy inſtead of a 
i Speak, fel leſs pair of imps! 
Sir G. Speak, ſpeak, you graceleſs pair of im 
What 1s all this ? peake, you g p 1 

Har. Indeed it is true, Sir Gilbert, as I can bear 
witneſs. | 

Sir G. It can't . ; it's all a lie—Parſon Doſey 
would not have done ſuch a thing for his other eye, 
and there's no other in the neighbourhood. 

Her. It was not parſon Doſey that did the kind 
office, but honeſt Joe Tackum. | 

Sir G. And pray, who the devil i is honeſt Joe 
Tackum? _ 

Cha. A friend of mine, Sir, who I detained for 


the purpoſe. 


Kit. Dear guardie, forgive me for this time, and 
I'll never do it again. [ Kneeling. 

Miſs B. Did you ever hear any thing fo profli- 
gate and deſtitute? Oh, you'll turn out finely, 
Miſs !—To deceive us all What guilty of ſuch 


an abomination, in ſo ſhort a time, and at your age ! 
1 | Sir 
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Sir G. What ſay you to that, canine, in wad | 
. a time, and at your age? 
Dig. I don't think it out of charadker doi. „ 
| 22 
Kit. Pray, Madam, excuſe me; is it not quite as 
bad to do it in ſo ſhort a time, and at your age ? 
Miſs B. What do you me you pertinent 
aut? 
Sir G. Ay, hat 6 you mean, Miſs Hotupon- t? 
Kit. Aſk this gentleman, pray. ; 
Sir 6. WII. what the devil, ſiſter! 
{She looks confounded. 
Har. Since l: am ſubpeena'd | into court, I muſt- 
ſpeak the truth. © That lady, in ſo ſhort à time, and 
at her age, offered her hand for the ſame trip to 
matrimony ; but I was not in a humour for travel- 
lin 
56 B. You are all a parcel of . fools, 
and impertinent huſſies—T'll never ſee your faces 
again. [ Exit. 
Sir G. You ought to be aſhamed to ſhew your 
own, Miſs Bridget. 
Dig. It is all in character. | 
Cha. Conſider, Sir, I am your nephew, and my 
proſperity ought to give you pleaſure ; beſides, I 
ſhall not want any thing from you in your will; I 
am now well provided for. 
Sir G. *Egad, that's a juſt obſervation. [ Aſide. 
Well, as my 7 ſiſter, who ought to be wiſer, woul 
have done the ſame, I will forgive the leſs offence. 
{ Kiſſes ber.] Make her a good huſband, Charles: 
and permit me to recommend one thing to you; let 
her never read a play, or go within the doors of a 
theatre; if you do, I would not underwrite her. 
Cha. My life upon her faith.” I am afraid, 
Sir, you judge ſeverely of the drama : it is the bu- 
ſineſs 
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ſineſs of the ſtage, to reflect the manners of the 
world ; © to _ _ her own N her 
« own im ; and the very and the 
" Tn on > and preſſure. - of 
Wie point juſt ſatife to cotrect the age, 
And give to truth a beauty from the 
Dig. Maſter Charles, pray let us have a 3 a 
play is nothing without a die, you know. 
[Takes out bis 5 
Cba. Suppoſe, Diggery, we firſt have a dance; 
a dance after a wedding! is in character. 
Dig. Egad, that's true. A dance, a dance. 


A Country Dance. 


[ Exeunt. 


